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Vor., XV.

Spanking Time.

Looks ke “Ist must be spankin’ 't our house
onee in n while,

Sumpin’ ruther happens Pa osays . Can’t
nllers sing an” smile:
There's time for workin . playin’, eryin’”  Hut

It seems Lo me
1 eould o-fixed [t so's spankin’ hsdn't ourht
tar b

Perhaps 10 nanghty words  1ive Boys ‘ist esi’t
I preschieried

Or lammed & calf Cat wouldn't drive o pase
ture) In the side

O made a futter mill instend p-goln’ 1o Sun-

duy-school:
O clean forgot an’ biffed o fellow  wninst the
golden rule.

O sumpin’ #lse at grabs vou by the throat or
hund, un’ then,

Mefare you think the thing is done ‘wt hadn't !

onght Lo e

An then IUs spankin’ time; comes once a week
or may be day

Tt Boiml 1o eome. in spite of what grown folks
wiay i or =ay,

Then ma. she tightens up her Hps an’ says
‘Como here, my son

An’ grundma wipes her specs an’ knlts an” kolts
an’ kndts ke fun

An’ sis Funs to the bed, an’ covers up her face
an’ head,

An' i goes out to feteh some wood or lind e
from the shed.

An' then things huppen ns [ osahd ot hadn't
ought th be

No use dewribin om0 folks ur knows Hke
FOU BN’ me:

Though mi sihys for these very things hervafter
she'll be thunked

What do | do wt spunkin’ time?
one Tats span kel

Why, I'm the

Kansas Clty Star

The man who writes hooks climbs to fame
And resds In print his glorious nume,
Why. then, do not fume’s eymbuls ¢lash
For men who buy those books for eash®

Poets who lnsting miurble seek

Must know much Latin and more Greel:
Hut those the magnrines affect

Must seare up some new dlaleet
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| Slient on Others’ Faults.

She's g very charming woman,
That Is, as charmers go;
Al no one ever heurs her
IMspensing tales of woe.
As to her nelghbors' dologs
Sho lnvariably keeps mum
Perhaps the reason of |t is
Bocause she's deal wnd dumb,
[Chicawo News,

| wmum_gmdmm.

There dre hermit souls that live withdrawn
It the place of thelr self content®
There are souls, ke stars, thut dwell apart
U in a fellowless Brmsment
There are ploteer souls that bluze thelr paths
| Woere highways never run
| Hut let me lve by the side of Lhe romd
And be o friend to man.
Lat me live by the side of the rosd
Where the race of men go by
, The men who are good sod Lhe men who are bl

| As good and bed us 1.

|1 wonld not sit in the soorner’s seat
Or hrl the eymnic's ban
| Let me Hve in the house by the shde of the rosd
| And be a friend 1o man.
I I know there are brooksglnddened meadows
uhewl,
| And mountains of wearisome helght:
| That the roml  passes on through  the long
| Atternmm
And stretehes away 1o the ulht,
But still [ rejolos when the travelers mejoles
| And weep with the strangers thut mout,
| Nor live in my house by the side of the road
| Like o man who dwells alone.

Lot me Hve In my house by the <lde of the romd
Where the moe of men pass by
CThey are gond thes are bal they are weall,
| they wre strong,
| Wise, foolish, and so am L
| Then why should 1 =it in the seorner s seal
Or hurl the cymie’'s han®
Let me live in my house by the side of the roud
And be a friend o mo.
Sam Walter Foss
The tramp sul on the farmer's lence,
And made o happy sigh;
His Hfe swemed full of rosy tinis,
For e wis full of ple




